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North Star 


The most unrest sea 

All the waves are suffering from madness 
Fishes and other water creatures 

So scared 

But I am still floating alone 

Fearless- enjoying the stormy waves! 
Everyone in the world knows me 

I am the Sindbad 


My ship has wrecked into pieces 
How many days- I forgot 

I feel all the salty waves are my tears 
I don't know where I am! 

The days 


I know - you are passing a delightful time 
In a beautiful city 

Under the sun or neon light! 

But my days are boring 

Don't give me any direction. 

Meaningless in unknown vast water... 
Some lovely words through clouds. 


The night is hopeful to me 

I know the North Star 

Which is very significant to me 

I could follow my direction 

I could feel your direction 

I could feel the fragrance of your lips 
I could see your eyes 

I could see 
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You are reading my last letter 
You are trying to get the smell of the sea 
You are trying to send 


You are confident about my returning home 
And you are doing embroidery 

On a beautiful silky piece of cloth 

Picturing of garden with eternal spring. 
Only you don't know the news 

My ship has wrecked down... 

Don't be afraid my dear. 


I know the north star of the night 

And I shall return 

And sit beside you again in a spring garden 
On a moonlit night! 

I am coming back 

I know the north star of night... 
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Pebbles 


nies. 

I started my journey, 

From the age of Neanderthals- 

Or more before that, 

That was an inquisitive travel, 

To find out the steps in the human history, 
Spreading like pebbles for a long way of time, 
And found pebbles in different colors, 

Like in a huge red and black pebbles, 

A very few green, blue, white, and other colors, 
I called them pebbles of historical parameter- 
From the past to the present. 


What is peace? 


Is peace a dream? 

Is peace an aesthetic something? 
Is peace any expectation? 

Is peace an agreement? 

Is peace an emotion? 


I see so many scriptures, 

Holding up by so many statues on my path, 
Symbolize debated word peace- in books, 
Sea, sky, forest, or mountain, 

All stood speechless, as they like, 

From the very beginning of inception. 


But till to date, we are not- 
Feeling we are travel mate, 
With equal expectations and emotions. 


We are not competitors! 
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Love 


Then sea water was pitch black 
What strange garden stars 

Ornate the night sky. 

So many stars there 

Falling laughing 

I say why? 

They replied love! 

I was on waves 

In the sea 

My body floats 

The waves are laughing 

Playing 

On each other 

Delighted with joy 

Goes far-away in moonlit 

I say you are so fickle 

Why you are so naughty? 

They replied 

You have died so many years ago, 
How do you understand - what is love? 
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Cloud 


Seeing the variety of color and movement of clouds 

I always become surprised 

Which is nothing but floating vaporous particles. 
The fumble structure of which is made of the sea, the 
river, the tree, and so on... 

Even all creatures are contributing every moment. 

In which vapor, dew, rain, snow, storm, and lightning- 
Everything exists and floating in the sky. 

And me and yours 

Considering our body and mind 

Like clouds similar to us 

Or we are like clouds in mind and body! 

This is always being made — the trees also hold 

Also runs in mountains, rivers, and deserts 


The game of birth, growth, and death 
Which is just by instinct- his 
Driven to explain its own rules! 
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Darkness 


After joining the army 

On the day I came to you 

I remember your lovely eyes 

Those were looking at me deeply 

Me too 

At that very moment- 

How many moonlit nights have passed? 

How many springs have gone away? 

I do not remember - but as if the moment of a thousand 
years! 

You said 

Stars in my eyes, dark eyebrows, 

And with a polished black mustache 

Moonlit night and open south window 

And you and I together 

It seems to me like a chest full of the thick fragrance of 
roses! 

Now Iam alone 

I look into a broken mirror 

A white mustache rusted by cigar smoke 

On the head and drooping chin 

Marked with bullet and grenade wounds 

One of my eyes is completely blind. 

And the strange darkness of the chest full of the smell 
of gunpowder! 
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Change 


The world is changing every moment 

Don't you become thoughtful? 

Tsunamis, tidal waves, earthquakes 

Storms, floods, epidemics 

How many marks have been left around you? 

The world is changing every moment 

Don't you become thoughtful? 

Thousands of years story of the sky 

Have changed by Copernicus and Galileo 

And the travel story of you in your mother's womb too! 
Which was written by the pen of Hippocrates and Galen. 
The world is changing every moment 

Don't you become thoughtful? 

As the Tethys sea changed into the Sahara desert! 

And under soil or sands 

The skeletons of dinosaurs, 

does not say- 

We were once alive too - 

No more exist today! 

Babylon, Crete, Pyramids, Petra, Mohenjo-Daro, Harappa 
And many other structures civilizations have ruined. 
What was built by our ancestors - 

Today are all skeletons... 

And people have learnt from that 

Continued in search of new some- 

The sky that was overhead- 

With the thousands of fairy tales on planets and stars 
That's now 

Parallel to the talent of human beings today! 
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Seed 


What do you see, 

Standing on the shore- 

A huge amount of water? 

Did you think ever, a scanty part of a drop 
Able to create thousands of oceans? 

And you don't feel a drop of your crying 
Or a drop of sweats could 

Cover a long cluster of mountains with ice! 
And the dark, 

Which covered the whole universe alone. 
And you see the Stars burning in space 
Those are the dreams of the dark. 

All those like a seed 

Unlimited possibility to be germinated 
Again and again and again 

And you see the enlightened body 

With so many emotions and feelings 

And you know each cell of your body 

Like a seed to create another body like you 
And feel in this universe 

All creations hold dreams of new creations. 
Feel, O my body 

How many seeds you are together? 

How many creations? 

How many universes? 

With how many seeds of dreams? 
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Bee 


Look, 

My dearest flower, 

When I think about the future- 

I cry; 

Cry to see the ruined days are coming. 

O, my beautiful trees, 

With the maddening and loving scented flower, 
All my poems recited with my little wings 
For you...you share your honey to live on. 
People don't know, 

God created the garden of Eden- 

Here on this earth! 

To share life breath with others, 

Which is coming from breathing out of you. 
Now, the sorrow is, 

You are getting placed in the tub, 

As the ornament in the man-made garden, 
Maybe on a balcony or a small place. 

But they continue cutting down the forest. 
All trees are downing with dreams of lovely flowers and 
fruits. 

They don't think, 

Where they will get the cloudy sky, 

Where they will get rain for the crops, 
Where they will get breath to live, 

And so more for the earth. 

Let go of me, 

I am very little - 

Maybe my genre will abolish, 

But what will happen to you all on earth? 
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Friendship 


I am here in a country, 

Now the sun is rising, 

You may somewhere, 

The moon is rising now. 

My time is started to work 

Your time dreamt a dream. 

My salutation is a good morning 
And yours is a good afternoon. 
Look we are on a playing marble, 
We share our days and night, 

We share our dream and working time, 
We share our praying time. 

We live on sharing our time 

We live on sharing our feelings 
When you work, 

Then I dreamt of you, 

When you are in the relax, 

I write a poem for you. 

We are on playing marble 
Wandering all the time 

I am on one side 

You may another side of me. 

This is the way of humanity 

This is the way of civilization. 

Let's do something for each other. 

I will get a good morning from you 
In the morning and I will say good afternoon. 
And you will send me love 

Saying good morning then I will say 
Happy dream! 
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The future 


You may know, 

Kanhu, that companion of mine— 
The famous Bengali poet of the ninth century! 
Last night- 

I met him in the creative-imaginative forest- 
You know he is a meditator! 

ITasked Kanhu, 

Tell me something about the future? 
He asks me, 

Have you dreamt last three days ago? 
I said yes, it was a clear night sky! 
Last two days ago? 

Yes, I saw the clear sky - 

And very bright numerous stars! 

And last night? 

I say yes- 

I had a dream last night too - 

No cloud 

No sky 

No night! 

Just huge uncountable galaxies! 

I say, those James Webb telescope 
that picture is of Billions of years past! 
Kanhu laughs and says, 

Yes, past for the stars and- 

Future for you! 
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Indiscretion 


Carrying the cross on own shoulder 
Tree, moon, river, and me 
Looking for a barren night! 

There was a bee, 

Musical wings on flowers, 

There was a dark cloud in the sky, 
A lovely spring soaked with rain! 
To find a quiet night, 

At the foot of the mountain, 

The stones are lying, 

From time immemorial time, 
Where the wind only cries 

Where there is none, 

Violent people with books under their arms! 
Where the epitaph remains 

stop, 

With our footprints, 

And some wildflowers! 

You will stop too, 

where our 

The footprints stop! 

And say- 

indiscretion, 

And shall go back! 
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Illusion 


One neat clean night 

I was on Bayshore alone 

Stars of the sky 

Smashing through the waves. 

I am hearing the sound of grinding 
Inside of my brain. 

I planted a tree there 

A new genre 
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Children 


Do you know? 

You are like an angel 
To parents? 

Do you know? 

There is no such thing- 
As like you — 

In water, land, and sky, 
To your parents! 


I named that after your name We've been saying long before the Cave Age, 
And begged the plant We have been saying before growing sense, 
Bloom a dream of a dark sky Our excitement and emotion with you, 

With billion of lovely melodious stars. Have created language, melody, and lovely words. 
I got a nightmare of hell When the sun had no name, 

Despite of lovely sky. When there was no name of the moon, 


And earth on fire. 
Was it an illusion? 
Or dream, 

Or nightmare? 

I don't know! 


When the sea had no name, 

When there were no names for trees, 
No name of rain, 

No name of cloud, 

We speaking from that era, 

To date — 

To the parent 

O, our children 

You are an angel! 

Do you feel, 

There is no such lovely compassion 
In water, land, and sky 

Anywhere- 

Like you! 
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Holding you in my chest with deep exuberant joy, 
We have named everything in the world, 
Following your name — 

The sun, the stars, the moon, the rain 

So much more... 

When you were in the darkness of the womb, 

Then we weave fairy tales into the light, 

And after birth, 

On your little legs, your hands, your face, and your 
whole body, 

I wrote the story of the sky, 

Poems of the stars, 

The dream of a brave sailor to conquer the storm of the 
sea! 

We are in a hidden language, 

We have talked about all our failures, 

We have drawn the galaxy of our sighs! 

We kept in your eyes, 

Our secret salty sea, 

Our moonlit night- 

The fragrance of all the roses in the garden of the mind, 
I planted all thoughts on your body and became com- 
pletely destitute. 

When you started walking on small steps, 

How we were afraid- 

How we were happy- 

We enjoyed seeing - 

You're falling while walking, 

And your unbalanced stepping-! 

Your speed increased- 

Straight and confident stepping- 

What a boldness and determination 

How beautiful your steps are! 
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And we know, 

Your legs have recognized the way, 
They have started going far and wide along the way. 
From the galaxy to the vast sky 
Towards the stars- 

Manuscript of our dreams 

More enlightened 

At every step of you — 

And we sighed with happiness 

To see you’re stepping toward future 
And we walked alone our age... 
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Missing 


I am surprised too, 

How it could happen! 

In the darkness, 

Where sunburned a few lines, 
Missing in the night. 

You kept there some melodic songs, 


Every night I remembered all of those. 


Missing...all... 

On the sandy sea shore, 

My lonely afternoon, 

Become wet by the tides, 

And footprints have relinquished, 
By the tongue by blue water... 
Yes, the dark blue water, 


My moon mingled with waves, 
Along with my emotional lines, 
Melodic tunes of yours... 

Even I- 

Missing like you! 

In my eyes... 

In my lonely darkness! 
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Octopus 


Who walks in the hot desert? 
Does he know what hot sands are? 
Aquatic octopus feels by soul! 

In the middle of the road, 

You put the Pacific Ocean in my hands, 
I hold all that salty water, 

And my eyes became the river! 
Am I ina dilemma! 

In the salty water filled in hands, 
Like an octopus turnaround, 

With disobedient hungry tentacles. 
You are in a dilemma too, 

When night fell on the algae, 

You become the fascinated moon! 
And carried away by the storm 
On to my disheveled hair- 

Whose chest is full of storm? 

He knows what destruction is! 
Knows better, who realize- 

How the Tethys Sea- 

Turned into the Sahara desert! 
How am I in dilemma? 

No water, no soil, no sun, 

Still in the dark, 

Flowers bloom, 

I am soaked in foggy water, 

No paint, no brush, no canvas 

But doing paint of flooded water. 
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You too are like a broken river, 

Singing birds on the balcony 

Throw away the moonshine of fragrance, 
Into the tentacles of an octopus, 

At the Pacific Ocean holds by my fingers, 
And the hair-blowing in the storm, 

A dead moon hangs in the sky, 

And the stars light lit and deemed 

Still inside the trunks of the octopus 

The poisonous flowers of hunger bloom 
Immersed in the fog of salty water 

How and what is hope 

For that octopus! 
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Father 


When I think of him, 

I see a tall man 

Whose head touches the sky! 

There are magic clouds and moon night. 

He says all the stars in the sky are for you 
And I kept them in my chest full 

When you ask questions during growing up 

I will answer one by one. 

When I think of my father 

I see a long river 

Which flowing through Jamuna Padma, Tigris, and the 
Euphrates as 

Innumerable canals in the Amazon and 
Mixed with Pacific and Oceans and Rounded across the 
globe. 

He held my small hands and said 

As many questions as you grow up 

One by one I will answer you! 

When I think of my father 

I see a picture of a flowers, birds, leafs 
Which he painted with fragrance and melody 
Where rain and soil get any question 


The melody and rhythm exploded 

And germinate, 

He used to say when I will not be with you 
This tree will become a fairy tale as it grows 
And tell you about all my dreams 

What I thought of you- 
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Remember my dear child I will left for you 

Lots of fireflies, flowers, birds, grass, and the fragrance 
of life 

An indicative star in the sky 

And dream of a path of mine. 
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Smell 


Huh, the full moon sleeps too, 

And be tilted to the west, 

I think what the life of the stars is like, 

Waking up floating, 

Falling asleep while floating, 

I look up at the sky, 

Feeble Andromeda has already merged, 

And the Milky Way galaxy is still clear! 

In African Savannah, , I and Kanhu, 

Today is my happy night, 

Because; 

In this Savannah, Kanhu is in his own hands 
Presented me Rudraksha garland, 

As a gift, 

It does mean in other words, I am his closest disciple! 
In Savannah covered with small and large grass, 
Different animals in groups there, 

In the wave of cold wind of this morning, 
Sweet environment! 

I surprised different animals grazing at night too. 
Kanhu says, 

Does the body have day and night for apatite? 
Sudden so loud draw our attention, 

The battle of the two wild buffaloes, 

Fighting, 

Nearby other side is a beautiful lady buffalo; 
Standing alone 

And the buffaloes are grazing in the Savannah. 
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One of the fighters fell to the ground, 

Another is his huge horn, 

Inserted strongly in the chest of other ... 

I'm shocked! 

And brought out bloody horns, 

The wild buffalo walks towards the lady buffalo, 
The smell of grass and flowers in their hunger! 
They joined to the herd with others! 

I sniff the Rudraksha garland in my hand, 

Very very ancient smell! 

Kanhu laughs and says the name of the smell is life! 
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Sleeplessness 


On the shores of a milky lake in the full moon 
Kanhu and I sat down together, 

He muttered alone in a melody, 

No mind attentive in a lotus forest, 

No skirt of a lady able to hold a mind, 

No place is fixed for the mind, 

No mind has a supreme authority, 

The human mind it is alone like God, 

No soil yet fertile like as mind, 

Alone it creates its own forest 

He is drown himself to meditate alone! 

I say, 

O Saint, 

Tell me something about sleeplessness, 

Kahun says - sleepless! 

Do you know how big the world of sleeplessness? 
Do you know how big the dream of sleeplessness? 
Do you know how big the love of sleeplessness? 
Do you know how many melodies of sleepless song? 
Do you know how big the grief of sleeplessness 1s? 
Do you know how big sleepless story and poems are? 
Do you know the color of a sleepless night? 

Do you know how many sleepless souls? 
Unlimited, 

Steadfast, 

Unexplained color, 

In the boundless sky, 

There are dreams of the stars is floating. 

Life line in the palm of the hand 

Could not reach that wideness! 
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I think - I think not possible infinite with limits. 
So sad love with the flower of sadness 

I am blossoming into a poisonous tree! 

I also remember you in the moonlight 

O my beautiful Clove woman, 

We me a sudden on a milky way of galaxy 

I wrote you a love letter and put that 

In your lotus like fingers of your golden feet 
Who knows, that letter have been pressed under your 
feet? 

Spread of torn papers on the way, 

Maybe even today, 

The writing with moon shine erased away! 

And the moon is put out 

Like the dead eyes of the fish 

And leaving for me only sleeplessness nights! 
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Sindbad 


When I float in the sea, 

Then I think myself Sindbad! 

I see from the sea 

So big sky 

Which I never seen from the land. 
When I float in the sea 

Then I think about my life, 

One third water and one part of land. 
And the story of all storms 

And the story of all clouds 

And the story of galaxies full of stars 
And the story of all the fish 

And the story of all the salty eyes 
Those I saw 

On my way through the times. 
My ship was wrecked in a storm 

I hold wood of a broken ship 

I float in the water 

Over my head 

The moon in the sky sinks in tears 
Hiding behind the clouds 

The sun escapes 

Sea turtles 

A group of marine dolphins 

And big waves of water come up 
The stars walk in groups 
Marching along the shadow path 
Some cry, some get sad 
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Someone took a deep breath 

Goes some in silence 

I float in the water 

The holding wood of a broken ship 

I float 

Only the morning star is remain silent 
It do not cry, do not mourn 

Stay strong- 

Stay strong- 

Stay strong- 
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Observation 


Didn't you see - 

A lonely sky without clouds 

And what do you like to sow there? 

Any jealousy bullets or a poem? 

Didn't you see? 

Wild shrubs in the spring 

Where there are many flowers 

No bullet has ever bloomed! 

Have you ever seen? 

Flowering sweet fragrance, 

Where there never smelled of gunpowder! 
Didn't sea water tell you, 

I will be the ink of poetry. 

Garland of wild ducks on flying said 

We will leave the feathers 

To make a pen for poetry- 

In the desert of your violence and jealous- 
Write down the poems of river 

Write a sky full of moonlight clouds 
Write an Eden of flowers 

And two eyes fascinated of love 

Where the shadow of war and mourning 
Have disappeared a long time ago .... 
Now just lovely flowers and fragranced lives.. 
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Spring 


Mirror, mirror, mirror, 

My beloved magical mirror- 

Tell me who is stunning this spring? 

You know, 

I wish this spring, 

Becomes more attractive, 

Leaving all the springs of the past behind, 
My desire is to, 

Blossom to be a new flower, 

In a new paradise- 

To sprout as new leaves, 

Filling the chest with a new aroma, 
Spread in love, 

In this world - in every spring, 

Tell my favorite fairytale mirror, 

Who is the most beautiful in the world? 
Mirror, are you still sleeping in the winter? 
No dear, 

There is no winter sleep for the mirror- 
Day and night, summer, rain, winter, spring, 
I'm awake! 

I know you're fine- 

You are the best in your world! 

Full moon of spring awake at night- 
Crazy honeybee in the flower garden, 


The love story of the colorful clouds in your sky. 
But I have been feeling very bad since last night. 


Last night, a one night flower, 
Which blossomed at the beginning of the night- 
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In the color of the night, 

There was sweetness in my chest, 

That's why affection called out, 

The unknown honeybee of the night came to it, 
Drank all love with honey and went away. 
In that soft foggy night, 

The melody of death started to sing, 

And she started downing to earth, 

That moment, like you 

It asked me.. 

Mirror, Mirror, Mirror, 

My beloved magical mirror- 

Who is the most beautiful today this spring? 
Before hearing my answer, 

Petals of that flower fell on earth, 


Of that unknown little flower in an unknown night! 
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Le 

Staying with monks is really hard; 

I'm talking about Kanhu, 

When he didn't talk to me, 

But I understood that I live around him, 
Then I would call him 'unseen"! 

Now he kindly appears - speak to me. 
Today, Kanhu broke his meditation in the moonlight, 
He started walking along the river bank. 

I say where do you go? 

He says- someone is calling me- 

I know he call by night- 

Often my parents would rescue me 

I was got by night in sleep! 

I follow him, 

He stopped at a sudden on the way; 

A bird's feather picked up from the ground! 
It may be off from a huge wild duck- 
Kanhu holds it by two fingers, 

Hands extended towards the moon- 

And said 'This is a pen'- 

I looked at the opposite side of the moon- 
A huge pen of a bird feather! 
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I shouted suddenly! 

Kanhu*, 

I have a huge complaints about the pen! 
The pen has brokered forever, 

For the Killers...fighters... 

History is written, is being written and will be written- 
For murderers and warlords- 

Sk 

My screams and protests 

Only heard by myself. 


*Kanhu: Eminent Bengali poet of 9th century and my 
poetic and psychological travel mate. 
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Mirror 


In the desert, 

I am walking alone in the shadows of the mountains 
I do not know any destination! 

The bohemian mind knows - 

Where it stops. 

The body of this blood flesh- 

And we all know, 

The story of the captivity of the mind. 

Freedom of mind from geography of body does not 
match even today. 

There was a fight, there is a fight, the fight will 
continue! 

I got an oasis- 

Something sparkled in the bushes next to it 


A piece of smooth stone equal to the palm of my hand- 


So smooth, that my blurry picture can be seen.. 
I soaked it in the oasis water- 

I looked in the shining mirror. 

What a surprise -! 

Have I become a wild man? 

Why-when-how? 
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Night of nightmare 


Kanhu* is silent for a long time, 

I'm silent too! 

Kanhu asked, 

How was your yesterday night? 

I say- 

Sweet sour and acidic! 

Sometime cloudy, 

Sometime moonlight, 

Sometime sleepless, 

Sometime in sleep, 

Some time with sweet dreams, 

Some time with nightmare, 

Some time reading on memory of beloved, 
Some time with fragrance of roses, 
Sometime with smell of gunpowder; 
These are, all my night pass over with! 
Kanhu says- 

Any poems of humanity? 

Haven't heard in side? 

Doesn't your heart listen-? 

Lines of lovely words floats in moonlight? 


I say- 

Could not be submerged moonlit, 

No any verse come floating, but- 

Sleepless eyes of sorrow make me cry! 

How long have people not looked on -mirror? 
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Fairy tale 
The chest of love has become rocky, 


Their hard chin doesn't recite poems, 
They left the pen and took the gun in hands! You are deeply drowned in strange thoughts! 
Bombers are flying in the night sky- You say, there was once a group of people, 
And dreams of an innocent poet has broken! In an unknown time span of the world. 
They were not like today's people. 
They were childish and innocent 
And they lived on fruits 
With a simple traveler life on mother earth! 
They would become poets by seeing grass flowers 
They would become poets after seeing the river 
They would see the clouds and become poets 
They would see the sky and become poets 
They would see the sea and become poets 
They would become poets by night 
They would become poets by seeing the moon 
They would have become poets seeing the rain! 
They thought, inside the chest has a rose 
Whose scent is called love? 
And the love? 
That is the unknown love between breath-in and breath- 
out 
This is called life! 
There was only melody everywhere in life 
They were a group of fairy-tale people. 
In some unknown day on the mother earth... 
Free of violence conflict and war... 
Team of peaceful epic people! 


*Kanhu: Eminent Bengali poet of 9th century and my 
poetic and psychological travel mate. 
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A dream with Lev Tolstoy 


Last night I was dreaming, 

As if I went back to my boyhood. 

In my village home- 

Where, through the window, 

I saw a train station. 

A train was coming piping the whistle. 
it was like a beautiful singing bird. 


In dream, 

I could remember still, 

A book was open on my chest- 
It was the "War and Peace" 


The sound of a train whistle mingles in the solitary 
dark. 

Just that moment, a bearded face peep 

Through my window. 

Oh, he was Lev Tolstoy. 


He said let's go out to the train station, 

I went out with him, 

On the way, I plucked some wildflowers 

The fragrant was very sweet like a full moon night of 
spring. 


At the train station... 

We sat closely 

He asked what the date today is. 
I looked on my smart watch 

It was November 20, 1910 
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At the train station... 

We sat closely 

He asked what the date today is. 
I looked on my smart watch 

It was November 20, 1910 

I surprised, 

Today is the day he passed away! 


He said, let's tell me how you are? 


I am ok, but I couldn't understand 
Your "War and Peace" 


Oh, you are still young! 


But you of course got- 

The war always demolishes all the tangible 

And intangible properties, 

Create a situation of unbearable, terrible 

Poverty, hunger, grief, fear, and all negativities to live 
on! 

In single words ruined humanity and civilization. 


I responded yes. 

I started talking with him beside 

At a very isolated old train station. 

I said, 

I read a short story you 

Named "Three questions" 
Mentioned there- 

What is the most important time? 
Who is the most important person? 
What is the most important activity? 
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Which I got from the story- 


The most important Time is present, 

The most important man is- 

Whom I am with at present 

And the most important activity is 

To serve the person who is with me at present time. 


Use the present time- 
Making friendship- 
And to serve humanity- 


Oh, it is peace-! 


I was delighted with the meaning of the three questions. 


A train was coming 

Whistling 

It seemed to me to alert the whole world by singing the 
music of humanity and peace- 

"Use the present time- 

Making friendship- 

And to serve humanity" 


He said I have to go on this train... 


Oh yes, I stood before him 
And I gave him the bunch of wildflowers 
He rode on the train 


And I woke up and see 
The morning sun came through the window. 
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Migratory birds 


At the beginning of winter, 

On a foggy night — 

A flock of migratory birds- 

Flapping feathers on clouds! 

Then I sat on the porch- sleepless; 

The belly flowers' scent was sung around. 


I didn't know where they are flying to, 
From the Northern Hemisphere to the South- 
Or from South to North! 

I knew, 

They maintained the arrowhead in a pattern, 
While they were flying together; 

And one was a young bird leading the row, 
With rhythmic melody, 

And the other birds were singing, 

The same tune- 

Wings of them were flapping the beat. 


I was feeling deeply, 

Like one of them in the middle row- 
I was also a migratory bird like them! 
The moon of my youth has fallen, 
The sun has deemed of mine! 

Once, I was also the arrow point, 
And lead a flock of birds. 
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Alas! 

The storm of muscles weakened, 

Like thin air which is not enough- 

To keep floating of a dead fallen leaf! 

I hear the sound of the flapping of birds, 


The flocks cackling; 


All my feathers went out one by one, 
Leave in me only the desire of flying. 
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Missing 


I am surprised too, 

How it could happen! 

In the darkness, 

Where sunburned a few lines, 
Missing in the night. 


You kept there some melodic songs, 
Every night I remembered all of those. 
Missing...all... 


On the sandy sea shore, 

My lonely afternoon, 

Become wet by the tides, 

And footprints have relinquished, 


By the tongue of blue water... 


Yes, the dark blue water, 

My moon mingled with waves, 
Along with my emotional lines, 
Melodic tunes of yours... 

Even I- Missing like you! 

In my eyes... 

In my lonely darkness! 
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Mistake 


In front of the raw clay tablets, 
With a Kilok stick, 
I sat down to write a letter. 


Yes, to you! 
I have written three words first- 
Without any greeting... 


The moon of the evening sky has written my shadow 


In the Sumerian valley- 
Then there is a storm millions of papyrus leaves 
Where I was sunk within! 


My shadow gets smaller, 
Then with a stone cutter and hammer, 


I engraved hieroglyphics on a stone tab, 
That mistake again! 

I wrote just three words! 

Without any greeting or salutation, 

But yes, I wrote you! 


The moon went over my head, 

My shadow is getting smaller and smaller, 
Sandstorm at midnight- 

Dust of silica was floating in the air 

The Egyptian valley was like a piece of 
White paper- 

I dipped my pen in the Nile River next to it, 

I wrote on white paper again in the moonlight- 
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Ah! 

That mistake again! 

Didn't write any greetings! 

I wrote only those three words- 

Yes, it was for you! 

At the end of the night, 

My shadow is disappearing into the eastern 
horizon, 

And a calm environment! 


Then I don't have a pen 

There is a sea of ink 

The pen has gone! 

The sky is full of my hands, 

How many stars have written? 

I am writing a letter again- Alas, 

I made the same mistake 

Only three words without greetings! 
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Joan of Arc 


Kakunus* is the bird of my fairy tale. 
One night, 

In the moonlight; 

There were no clouds in the sky; 

The stars were like new! 

I was flying with her- the bird, 

She was telling a story- 

And I was listening! 

Kakunus was saying 

You know, 

The civilization of the world is written in a horrible his- 
tory! 


Did you forget? 

Maid of Orleans? 

I say- 

Why about her all of a sudden in 2022? 
Kakunus says- 

Because you people-human-being 

Is a killer of motherhood! 


You can forget about her, 
If you want to forget humanity, 
You can forget her! 


If you want to forget free breath, 

If you want to forget the open song, 

If you want to forget the moonlight, 

If you want to forget about winter snow, 
If you want to forget a river, 
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If you want to forget sea, 

If you want to forget the fragrance of spring, 
Forget marginalized people - 

Forget the song of humanity! 


Yes, that shepherd girl, 

Like the birds of the air towards long way, 
Believing on the wings, 

Leaving the tiredness of the body 

Flew away 

On believe on mind! 

She, who is running with open sword 

On the back of an stormy horse- 

In the sea cyclone, on the hood of waves, 
For oppression and oppressed people- 
Her soul cried for! 


Looking at the sheep in the field, 
Who told him? 

Oh maid of Orleans, 

Wake up mom 

Look at your children- 

Wake up! 

Who said, who called 

Who is that God? 


God, huh-foretells forever; 
And for the oppressed people 
Oppressed people lead a war! 


And there is the party of the biblical tyrants, 
In the dark pathways of the holly Books, 
Formulated the trap- spreading the thorns of killing, 
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Or the poison of deadly snakes, 
Or the altar of burning alive, 

Or gallows, 

Or the barrel of a bullet-filled gun. 


Heroine Joan of Arc! 

Maid of Orleans - 

In the end getting the witch title 

And killed brutally on the altar of fire- 
In the hands of ruthless killers- 

Oh my god, 

Where do you hide away with prophecy? 
For ages? 

And people wrote horrible history- 

In the name of civilization! 


*Kakunus: A bird of Bengali fairy tale 
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